AUGUSTAN BOOKS PORE al CRY: 


SACHEVERELL 
SI TWEED | 


NO. 85 BENN 


BENN’S AUGUSTAN BOOKS OF POETRY 


[ee Se 
Ne OW COON DAN PW DN 


we RHR NNN 
O CON Dur B WG 


Oo we Ww 
wom O 


- 
OO ON ANSYW Dw» 


. ROBERT BRIDGES 

. EDMUND BLUNDEN 

. RABINDRANATH TAGORE 
. RUPERT BROOKE 

. HILAIRE BELLOC 

. JOHN KEATS 


PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY 


. G. K. CHESTERTON 

. WILLIAM BLAKE 

. JOHN DAVIDSON 

. J. C. SQUIRE 

. JOHN FREEMAN 

. ROBERT GRAVES 

. ANDREW MARVELL 

. OMAR KHAYYAM 

. W. H. DAVIES 

. WILLIAM CANTON 

. JOHN DRINKWATER 

. A CHRISTMAS ANTHOLOGY 
. MAURICE BARING 

. AUSTIN DOBSON 

. HENRY W. NEVINSON 

. A. C. SWINBURNE 

. J. A. CHAPMAN 

. DORA SIGERSON SHORTER 
. ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 
. WALT WHITMAN 

. SIEGFRIED SASSOON 

. SIR EDMUND GOSSE 

. A RELIGIOUS ANTHOLOGY 
. F. W. HARVEY 

. ANDREW LANG 

33: 
. EDITH SITWELL 

. HUMBERT WOLFE 

. THOMAS CAMP ON 

. BRET HARTE 

. ALICE MEYNELL 

. EDWARD THOMAS 

. MATTHEW ARNOLD 

. GILBERT MURRAY 

. MAURICE HEWLETT 

. EMILY BRONTE 

. WALTER DE LA MARE 

. CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 

. RALPH WALDO EMERSON 
. EDEN PHILLPOTTS 

. SIR WALTER SCOTT 

. EDWARD SHANKS 

. AFTER TEA 


LAURENCE BINYON 


THOLOGY) 


. EDGAR ALLAN POE 

. ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON 
. LORD ALFRED DOUGLAS 
. W. J. TURNER 

. ROBERT BURNS 

. J. K. STEPHEN 

_W. B. YEATS 

. GEORGE HERBERT 

. HAROLD MONRO 

. FRANCIS THOMPSON 

_ JOHN DONNE 


(A Nursery AN- 


. ROSE MACAULAY 
. POEMS FROM THE LATIN 
. POEMS FROM THE GREEK 


ANTHOLOGY 


. POEMS FROM THE IRISH 
. POEMS FROM THE CHINESE 


(By ARTHUR WALEY) 


. SELECTIONS FROM THE 


POEMS OF JOHN SKELTON 
(EDITED BY ROBERT GRAVES) 


. POEMS FROM THE PERSIAN 
. POEMS FROM BOOKS, 1927 
. THE’ LESS FAMILIA® 


NURSERY RHYMES 


. CHARLES AND MARY LAMB 
. EPITAPHS 

. CHRISTMAS CAROLS 

. WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

. GERALD GOULD 

. SYLVIA LYND 

. D. H. LAWRENCE 

TS) ep COLERIDGE 

. POEMS FROM THE FRENCH 
. EDMUND SPENSER 

. BYRON 

. DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 
. GORDON BOTTOMLEY 

. SACHEVERELL SITWELL 

. TRANSLATIONS 


FROM 
DANTE (By Laurence Brinyon) 


. WILFRED GIBSON 

. ERNEST MYERS 

. PERSIAN LYRICS 

. V. SACKVILLE-WEST 
. CHARLES 


HAMILTON 
SORLEY 


. EDWARD THOMPSON 
» CHARLES 


TENNYSON 
TURNER 


. HARTLEY COLERIDGE 

. THOMAS EDWARD BROWN 

. HERBERT EDWARD PALMER 
. JAMES ELROY FLECKER 

. ALFRED NOYES 

. GEORGE MEREDITH 

. WILLIAM COWPER 

. KATHARINE TYNAN 

. CHRISTOPHER SMART 

. ROY CAMPBELL 

. LIVING SCOTTISH POETS 

. ROBERT HERRICK 

. HAWKER OF MORWENSTOW 
. LIONEL JOHNSON 

. Wok. HENEEY 

sole eA IN AORN) 

. MODERN 
. GEORGE CRABBE 

. JOHN GALSWORTHY 
. ROBERT FROST 

. ROBERT NICHOLS 

. EVELYN UNDERHILL 
. ARTHUR L. SALMON 


GERMAN POETRY 


SACHEVERELL SITWELL 


[t 1s the commnonplice of criticism to say that all the three 
Sitwells, and Sacheverell in particular, are difficult and 
stramed. But that is reaction of minds a little deafened by 
the megaphone, with which these violent artists have sought 
to beat down the opposition of spiritual deafness. 

But if we are neither deafened nor born deaf we shall 
hear in Sacheverell Sitwells work a » odulation only un- 
natural because it 1s at the heart of nature, an expression 
difficult because it has the ultimate simplicity of a bird. It 
1s true that the images are strange, but they are not so strange 
as the things of which they are the image. Our poet has 
seen the actual world, and he brings back a report to those 
who have shut their eyes all lifelong. The sudden light ts 
painful, even arrogant. But ttis light. 

That is always new, that is always alarming. But we 
shall only regect it if we prejer the dark. 


HumsBert Wolters. 


First published, 1928. 
Second impression, 1937. 
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The Moon 


HE white nightingale is hidden in the branches 
And heavy leafage of the clouds. 

She pours down her song— 

Cascades threaded like pearls— 

And the winds, her many-noted flutes, 

Flood forth their harmony ; 

But the Earth turns away 

Swinging in its air and water-rocked cradle. 


A Serenade 


NSWER again you burning streams, 

Nor bend your flame, nor melt your snows, 
It is not only straw that burns 
To feé! the hot sun look on it, 
And every phoenix is not. dead, 


On a Name Scratched upon a Window 


EEP do the letters bite that spell the name 
Though the last strokes waver as the hand grows 
weak 

Holding firm the diamond lest it slip and fall. 
Did fruit like a lodestone hang outside the window, 
Or were the shining fences of the rain pitched there ? 
When it rains 
Like the spider’s web linking: leaf to leaf, 
The name glitters out and links the lines of rain : 
When the sun burns free 
The letters like a pattern of the frost stay on the glass. 
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Here, where he traced it, will the name still live 

Dwelling like a mote in the eye of all who see it 

As though he had fixed it in the very eye of time 

Till time breaks, shattered, as a sheet of glass. 

Deep do the letters bite, they mark the sky, 

Till you open wide the window and the letters find their 
shadow 

That hides in the wall until it calls out in this echo, 

As a cave will shout the name back in answer out of its 
darkness 

Though all else is dead there save your rattling tongue. 

The letters find their shadow and the thin echo calls to 
them, 

Misty is the glass as though a breath had tarnished it, 

For he stands once more in the window while he cuts the 
name, 

And turning lets his hand fall, and feels the light beside 
him 

And in that moment, till echo answers emptily, 

The name becomes the body for as long as time stands 
still. 


The Maze 


RASS, O cruel green grass, to hide 
lhe body sleeping on your swords ; 
How can I tell what’s here beside 
Where nothing stirs, no sound, no words! 


Had I the ladders of the wind, 

I'd climb its rungs and run until 

I felt that care was left behind 

And could transmute my pains to song. 
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This tree, the tower above that maze, 
I'll make a fastness for my search 
And call and scan while wind obeys 
As if a huge cloud were my perch. 


When I find her, in great rain, 

I'll fall from heaven, but my showers 

To mock those clouds that weep in pain 
Are heaped fruit from these leafy towers. 


Still sleepy like the morning hills 
She'll slowly waken while gold bread 
And water that sweet dew distil, 
Hid in one fruit, fall with soft tread. 


I will not lead her till she calls, 

But then I'll cease those waterfalls ; 
The rampart of that red-gold rain 

V'll crumple with my fierce siege-train. 


I'll guide her till she’s safe outside 

And then come down my turret-stair, 
The tree-stem, green from rain’s soft tide, 
And close-hid with the leaves’ green hair. 


We'll challenge the bent swords of grass 
Couched in that sharpness without fear, 
Or climb into my house of glass, 

Nor fruit, nor cloud, will weep one tear. 


For lutes we have the leaves’ green sighs, 
For song the doves’ long summer croon ; 
And once, before the cool wind dies, 

We'll thank the maze that helped so soon, 
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Haunted 


ACH day is sister to the last 

Boouc buried in the vault of past ; 

Then listen to my paradise that is unhappy, 

To this court of deep and restless thoughts, 

My prison till the cold grave comes. 

This tall house did I make my mirror 

Echoing my plumed and wanton hours of ease, 

Happy in deep woods, and in the gardens to Priapus 
vowed ; 

For poetry like a spider’s web brushed our faces, 

At night-hedges wetting our white hands with dew, 

Then, both on moonlight’s amber lake, and in great seas 
of sun, 

We mocked eternal love with dry leaf fires of that killing 

ain, 

senting the easy smoke at every chance of flame. 

Shell-born Venus, apple-breasted, lay among the leaves, 

Not stirred by martial trumpet, nor hunting horn of 
Mars 

Blown in dark thickets ; to soft music planned 

We had Italian pantomime by torchlight on the water, 

So the waves’ gentle cradle for the lover’s couch 

Rocked their mating ; then heroes out of music born 

Marched their glittering shades down myrtle-alleys to the 
poet’s wood, 

Breaking the rhymed lights of reason ; 

Near by did Ganymede, the sunburnt garden boy, 

Bend his naked body to the rose’s thorns ; 

Plumed music, arrogant and fine did sound: 

This heaven that the poets thought they’d found 

Lay terraced by proud waterfalls, 

That goat-foot, leaped from heaven’s walls 

And ran through woods of dangerous shadow 

Where flies the satyr from the meadow. 
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Hear my tragedy, not only this, 

The woods are trees of metamorphosis, 

These dappled shades that give no cover, 

Each is a girl who fled her lover 

And died in sighing branches that for ever 
Breathe sad through the long summer weather ; 
So shall the eglantine, my sweet pomander, 
Prison me where my stag does wander, 
Though, once he breathes me down the wind, 
I’m free of prison and I live in mind, 
Watching my clock of petals that are blown, 
Dwindling this heaven, till the grave’s my own. 


Gipsy Song 


IND barked all night just outside 

Worrying the tent wall at my side, 
Then a cock crowed through the whining 
And, next, the winter sun was shining : 


Half my day I live this way. 


The roads are windy corridors 

Cold from the clouds those matadors 

That will not let the red sun out ; 

And so through cold I crawl about, 
Hunting, begging, all the day. 


Fire, fierce animal that warms me, 

If I’m careful never harms me: 

I have no time for it till night, 

No fire by day but sun’s white light, 

And he'll not answer, when I pray. 
. 


Change in the Mirror 


HIS mirror, weedy with old age, 
Gives no echo from its pool ; 
The empty nets hang waiting there 
For dove-eyed girl, or love-bent page, 
While sleeps the old crone at her stool. 


Those cloudy castles of the north 

With winter fog upon the pane, 
Sweet-flowered by the frost’s white hair, 
I change for windows of more worth 
Far off from that December bane. 


It’s always hot here with young wind 

To run swift words about the world ; 
He’ll whisper of the dappled shade, 

And never will he call to mind 

The typhoon’s drums, or lightning hurled ; 


That rattling, thund’rous rage he mutes, 
And never lifts the leaves aside 

To show those fires the sun has made; 
They lie like fingers on loud lutes, 
These, the leaves where fruit does ride. 


So silent is the day’s great noon, 

The castle, cliff-like, through the trees 
Towers once more and lies in sun, 

Oh! may the crone, that spent typhoon, 
Stay blind to what my fancy sees. 


But now our world is hushed and still, 
Those white ghosts of a winter day 
Fade like smoke, as water, run ; 
A dark shade from the sleepy hill 
Breaks into memory to stay. 
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Groves myrtle-sweet, and far more br ight, 
For wall and casements here do stand 
Blowing fragrance far and wide ; 

The sharp leaves glitter in the sight 

As golden as the salt sea-strand. 


Here at this foam-edge can we rest, 
That’s paler from your sable skin ; 
I'll hold you in the leaves’ green tide 
And see your beauty bear the test, 
Clear crystal through that fire so thin. 


All there is of flame is this 

The leaves’ gold glitter at their edge, 
But deeper, hotter fire’s below, 

Like that apple of young Paris, : 
Your golden breast at this safe hedge. 


I'll lift both from the running stréam 
Till you lie naked for my own, 

Then you'll come to life and show 
If grove, or castle, is a dream. 


Die, page! Sleep, young girl! Nod, old crone! 


Lines from : 
The Chamber Idyll 
HEN Midas, the miser, took me back with him 


And we lived, in an instant, where that noon was 
left 
Gilding the ladder-foot at each gold tree. 
Where he spared no wealth of his 
And the climbers, like Hylas and like Ganymede, 
Seemed stolen into heaven. 
Nig 


Their wreathed legs, against this cloud of fire, 

Stood strong upon the ladders that we moved with them 

And they threw the sprigs of flame to us and climbed yet 
further 

Fighting at the cherry heart. 

And now to the edges of this magic wood 

We came from that slaughter to the last tree’s fate, 

Where it leaned above a red wall, 

The finite, the horizon, to this ghost of Midas, 

For he and the goat-god only walked the noon-day wood 

And never could come out of it, for fear J should awake. 

His gold against my broken sleep did Midas spend 

And for his last breath of safety made the goat-god climb, 

Hazarding this heaven with his treacherous hoofs, 

But they held to the ladder-rung, and he climbed high 

Till he saw, beyond the wall, ripe honeycombs of corn 

Cut deep by the reaper who now rested in some shade. 

Then he cried, the goat-god, like a bear for honey, 

And stretched out a hand towards the harvest, 

Shaking the tree-stem like a bear his bars ; 

But the corn never came to him, his greedy hand 

Reaching for that mirage, fell upon a sunny apricot. 

Midas, the miser and the spendthrift, wept, 

His men, on their ladders, let the cherries fall 

And dropped from the heavens where they worked and 
san 

To Set Midas. 

These battles broke the dream, and now my chamber-idyll 

Fades from noon into the night hours, 

I wait through these watches with neither apricot nor 
cherry, 

And only little flowers and little wind I hear. 

O, may these change into a wood for Midas, 

May af work at the cherry-tree in a noon that never 
ends ; 

My stone-sill, chilly with the moon’s cold rays, 

Darkens with a ghost again, the play begins, 
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Variation on a Theme by John Lyly 


HAT mournful metamorphosis 
Changed my days: mocked time that flies : 
My life, a beating clock that is, 
Turning to endless song that dies : 
So while I sigh here as a reed, 
I, dying, live, that lived, indeed? 


The hills’ green tumbling fields I climbed 

For hollow music from the shore, 

That with the cooling wind’s voice rhymed, 
Both mingling through the wood’s green core ; 
Till leaves and branches both do sing, 

With wind and water echoing. 


One day I trod the river-bank 

And sang into the gentle wind, 

The wood-god, tangled, wet and dank, 
Leaped through the leaves and came Gohiad : 
He ran with goat’s feet, chasing me, 


Until I fell back wearily. 


My heart, that beating clock, stopped dead, 
And I was changed into a brake ; 

My limbs that cheated him, my head, 

All turned to reed that wind can shake ; 

So do I mock time, blowing here ; 

One winter’s sighs make not a year. 


He comes and cuts himself a quill, 
To make my image with his breath ; 
He tries at mine, his lips, to fill, 

But music mocks him like my death ; 
No sooner a shrill note he blows, 
Than it has fled, as water flows. 
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And so this ghost of me escapes, 

It flies from him each time he plays ; 
And I shall never feel his rapes, 

Till music in a reed pipe stays ; 

Till then, he’ll find me still a reed, 
Though sighing at his breath, indeed. 


Variation on a Theme by Robert Herrick 


OU lily-beds and lily-plains, 

Where nothing bleeds and nothing stains, 
What is your winter, when my hand 
Grows heated with a lily brand? 


Since a clenched handful warms me so 
We'll count the miracles of snow 

And see the crocus-fires new-lit 

Shine through their lily-coverlet. 


This train of fire that spreads so fast 
Burns out and from that winter-last 

The snowdrop’s humble honey bell 

Sighs, ghost-like, in a lily’s cell. 


These snowy nunneries must spoil 

To help the summer’s day-long toil, 

Their sweet breath and sweet eyes new-born 
Live in the lily-wristed morn. 


Daphne: An Adaptation from John 
Milton 


HAT day he met me in the field 

I ran from him and would not yield ; 
Where he holds me with strong arms 
There my boughs send forth their balm ; 
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My locks, bright river in the sun, 
Are golden leaves while we still run. 


Nard and Cassia breathe through me 
Since he cruelly chased and slew me ; 
Embalming me in living death, 
While I yet fired him with my breath. 


Now as a tree, I’m safe at last, 
And, though he runs, I need not haste. 


Every day he walks this wood 

And swiftly comes to where we stood ; 
Each morning I’m a tree again, 

Blown sweeter by his tears, the rain ; 


His hot hands comb my hair once more, 
Yellow as amber on the shore. 


“He leaves me, thinking I am dead 
While my sweet breathing fans his head ; 
The winds, my breath, will follow him 
Until he cools, and day grows dim ; 


Nard and Cassia’s balmy smells 
Fill the chamber where he dwells. 


Variation on a Theme by Alexander Pope 


OW all the branches lift their arms 

And the great sun pours down his balms, 
The leaves bud out, and wink their eyes 
Gently lest a frost surprise. 
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Full is each river to the brim 

Running so fast, its glass is dim, 

Those rocks that burn in summer sun 
. Bow down to let the waters run. 


All snows are melted from the hills 

And fledgling birds now try their bills, 
Or preen themselves in leaves’ soft shade, 
Dreaming of the flights they’ve made. 


The gardener, stumbling, heavy shod, 
Prints dew as though a bird had trod 
By boughs that only want green sails 
To start off down the panting gales. 


Now do the Indian birds appear, 

False summer, for they fly in fear 

Floating to this cooler clime 

Where through the leaves they sound their chime. 


Far down in the myrtle grove 
Wander the youths who died of love ; 
And the hero’s arméd shade 

Glitters down the gloomy glade. 


Variation on a C ouplet by Alexander 
Pope 
Ca of myrtle and loud trumpet-glitter 


Die back on this dead waste of snows, 
Where never almond bloomed, 
Nor the wild rose, 
Whose breath against that cloudy shade 
Might shake the snow-breast almond-maid, 
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But let these grow here, may their scent 
Make the deathless cold relent. 


Then, where Mzotis sleeps, there’ll be 
Woods of myrtle and of Daphne, 

That girl is safe here from her lover 

With rose and almond for a cover, 

Where no one breathes that twice-sweet gale 
Except the blackthroat nightingale. 


Was this, before, a waste of snows? 

For, now, Tanais sings and flows, 

A choir of water that excels 

The lute-tongues in her wood’s green dells. 
Meotis breaks her sleep and moves 

To music that her myrtle loves, 

The hero’s trumpet sounds again 

In boughs that glitter, bright as rain. 


He’ll search the myrtles for shy Daphne 
And she will turn back from her tree, 
But if he finds the almond-maid 

He'll linger, by her sweets waylaid. 

And Daphne, as a ghost, will walk 
Where rose and almond softly talk. 


The Cherry Tree 


Y salamander in a world of flame, 
Safe and breathing, 


Come lie beneath this cherry tree, 

This green shade heavy hung with coals of fire ; 

There is only this for coolness while the sun is high— 
Zephyr in these branches could never spread his wings, 
And rain will never reach us here so close the boughs, 
So dark their shadow that we hide within it-— 
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Grow cool in this shade and then to show your skill 

Act the salamander and in the fire lie still, 

Let light like honey shine upon your skin : 

When you're hot and like a comb of fire 

Glide back into this shade, 

Bend that heavy branch down with your hand upon its 
fruit : 

Ripe cherries and a honeycomb must make my bread and 
wine, 


The Golden Bell 


EPHYR, Zephyr, answer me, 

V’'ll lie and listen for you laughing in the branches, 
Till your hair, that gold bell rings, 
And cold blue fire, your eyes, commands me. 


Damson and Medlar 


HESE two keep summer in their lips 

Till their slow fruit the hoar-frost sips, 
That mouth of winter on deep summer’s mouth 
Bears sweet plenty from sad drouth ; 
And O, their heavy towers above 
Are night and day to owl and dove, 
Their thick flowers shut these birds away 
Though in that dark the boughs make day. 


O what can sleep be in that light 

Of myriad flower-eyes touched with sight, 
All looking for the dove’s long croon, 
Their sad meridian, their noon ? 
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What dreams of other life than this 
Lived in another emphasis, 

Where boughs of lively coral turn 
To meadows by the river’s urn ! 


Far down those fields sad conches ring 

To crews of tritons winnowing, 

Medlar and damson are two isles, 

Two trees above the mermaid’s smiles, 
While knights in scaly armour ride 

In scallop-shells the spangled tide 

By woods of crystal and of coral 

That break, now, with the dove’s sad moral. 


So these fruits of summer flame 

Hang late on their sweet gallow-frame, 
Turned ripe with rain tears and the frost, 
Most happy when they most have lost ; 
If tasted in the rime’s white fang 

They answer to the conch that rang, 
Addtoive you summer in their lips 
Though their heat the hoar-frost sips. 


The Two Almond Trees 
HILE Cupid and Campaspe played 


Their castle was an almond shade, 
Its mullions lay near above 
The cards that made their risks of love, 
Its battlements as soft as eyes 
Frowned not, and their shafts made sighs. 


That sweet breath on dead King and Queen 
Freshed them, now they reign between 
The white towers of the almond fort 
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And where Campaspe holds her court, 
Cupid, blinded, gets his sight 
And plays the knave in wanton might. 


This Kingdom of white cliffs that smell, 
These sweet fields each a honey cell, 
This almond world where wood is amber 
And bonfires leave a scented ember, 

O what can be the mar to this 

Its death—or metamorphosis ? 


One day they drove along their coast 

By foam-white shores that were their boast 
Cupid made another land 

And put it near that snowy strand ; 

This was red, and theirs was white, 

Yet both were almonds flow’ring bright. 


Now that cloud of scents is gone, 

The storax and the cinnamon 

This India of white towers have flown 

' To reach that redder honey town, 
They store that other almond bough, 
While this in wide-eyed snow falls now. 


Campaspe and those spices changed, 
And cards and Cupid there are ranged, 
They play for kisses, the red walls 

Of this new almond are their halls, 
Yet it’s their garden, for these bricks 
So sweetly myrrh and cassia mix, 


Dead King and Queen are born again, 
And Cupid’s Knave to their bright train ; 
Where India was, now Cathay lies, 
So deep’s the difference in these skies, 
For skins like coffee, or like clove, 
He'll give a jasmine flower to love. 
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This other kingdom, other world, 

Drifts as though its sails are furled 

Down tides of spring that run so far 

We see the axles of our star ; 

Why else should almonds have two kinds, 
Unless to let us change our minds ? 


And so in these spring fires we see 

All that is honey to the bee, 

And more besides, for in this choice 
There’s sight and hearing, scent and voice, 
In two kinds, lest the same should be 
That’s never true of almond tree. 


With Cupid and Campaspe dead 
The spring has lost its fountain-head, 
Its castles, red and white, blow sweet 
Yet never feel their winged feet, . 
But still the snowflakes fall—and this 
1B us if cold ghosts can kiss, » 


Hawthorn 
HAWTHORN spray, 


O fount of snow, 
To your boughs I’ll rise and go ; 
I’m weary in the still spring air 
And find a grievance everywhere : 
Your snow on this blue fire of day 
Snares my sense and takes away 
The apple-breast and apple-cheek 
I came into this wood to seek. 


O hapless, luckless 
Hawthorn bough, 
No sooner do I sleep, than, now, 
That fine and self-same ghost I see 
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Made one with your white hawthorn-tree ; 
In this you mingle will and fate, 

Like this you are unfortunate ; 

Your lovely snow makes sleep alive, 

Till death becomes your honey-hive. 


O hawthorn shade, 
O snowy sleep, 
Your crooning silence I would keep 
And never want this dream to break 
While hawthorn-boughs a breath can shake; 
I waken, but I'll quietly ite, 
Your honied sleep once more to try : 
I'll find my apples in your snow, 
And ever to the hawthorn go. 


Paulownta 


FS tree, 

Blue cloud, blue tower, 
Blue cage, 
Is fortress of the flower-age ; 
Its winter siege it has withstood 
With poetry stored, 
As forts with food ; 
But lay Campaspe on that cloud, 
Its summer sweetness is her shroud, 
Nor Ganymede, nor Hylas live, 
For none can touch this honey-hive. 


Whoever eats this honey-spoil 
Is mad for all his life’s long toil. 


Another world 

We must rehearse, 

Where nothing dies, 
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And summer’s purse 

Her colour pours to all beside 
This cloud, this tower, 

This tree’s blue pride. 

Then poets on the air’s bare screen 
Make flow the images they’ve seen, 
Lorn nightingales, long waterfalls, 
To eclogues turn, and madrigals. 


Nothing stirs, these deep, long days, 
But boughs of blossom, flowers of praise. 


Great trumpets 
Stab the air they churn, 

The sedge of reeds, 

The river’s urn, 

Made lively with this sound of war 
Sigh, wave-like, 

Ona bitter shore ; 

Then this cage of kings will move 
Down winds of cinnamon and clove, 
And nothing can this kingdom kill 
Of peacock’s wing and swan’s sharp quill. 


Such beauty breathes, and will not fade, 
All summer, in this tree’s blue shade. 


Derbyshire Bluebell 


HE wood is one blue flame of love ; 

It trembles with the thrush and dove. 
Who is this honey-beacon for, 
That burns this once, then never more? 
Who’s lutes hide in the young green leaves ; 
Who sorrows here when no one grieves ? 
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The misty spaces in the boughs, 

No shout will fill, no stone will rouse, 

If at those panes we beat in vain 

Why hope to quench that fire with rain ? 
Why beat the bluebells down to find 
How fire and honey are combined ? 


There is no space for foot to tread 

Unless you bruise the flower-head, 

No corner where you cannot hear 

The dove’s long croon, the thrush sing near, 
Like bell’s out of the tree’s tall spires 
These songs above the bluebell fires. 


This fire of little bells, sweet eyes, 

Climbs into the dove-throat skies, 

It shines, as here, at Bolsover 

And to that Venus is a lover ; 

It burns in all the haunted woods 
And marries with the castle’s moods. 


Stone Venus on her fountain ledge, 
Can see above the hornbeam hedge 
The only fire that climbs to her, 

For sun and moon shine down on her ; 
And these can only reach the brim, 

If they were winged seraphim. 


Not bluebells, but bright angels’ plumes, 
Then burning where the sun illumes 

This sharp blue fire would be her lover 
And she would need no other cover, 
With thrush and dove for beating heart+ 
And bluebells hiding every part. 


The casement in the castle wall 
Hears the Venus fountain call, 
The lutes, long dead, ring out again 
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And beauty like a gentle rain 
Shines on each thing that has died, 
Made live now with the bluebell tide. 


This world of few days and few nights, 
These fancies that this blue invites, 
Seeks the dark, the light it shuns, 

And haunts the clouded mullions, 

This honey music of the spring 

It winnows with the pigeon’s wing. 


So where deep peace should be, and quiet, 
These ghosts fill with the lute’s loud riot, 
They hold a noisy tournament 

Half-hidden in the bluebell’s scent, 

And. Venus is but dimly seen 

For lute strings and the flowers’ blue screen. 


~We,leave that mist for Renishaw 

And tall elms where the rooks do caw; 
But when I walk our silent woods, 
Now broken with the dove’s sad moods, 
Not Venus, nor her lutes, I miss, 

Nor find our bluebells honeyless. 


The Venus of Bolsover Castle 
TONE Venus, fixed, and still 


Holding your raven hair, 
Who stood you naked there ? 
Who carved you, tracing down those lines 
Each lover thought his only care 
Sure that your gold lay hid in mines? 
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But all your gilding is the Sun 

Who paints you with his glorious light : 
Your clothes, the shadows, turn and run 
Till hidden treasures have you none : 

If with your hair a sail you make 

You'll float there, naked, on a golden lake. 


Now, working with their webbed oars 
The swans ride near to where you float: 
With steady wing a huge cloud soars 
Anchored in Heaven like a boat : 
Water and sky, above, below, 

Are cool and shining as a bed of snow. 


Two apples tumbled from a bough 
Your breasts show, lying clear, 

And straight the swans begin to plough 
Till furrows do appear : 

Now with their beaks the fruit they try 
And air, like glass, breaks with a cry. 


Your legs like stems of flowers are seen 
All naked from your ankles thin, 

The leaves have fallen that were green 
And foam lies where the flowers begin : 
His plumes and white wings are no cover 
And all the world can see your lover. 


Gone is the cloud, the swans have flown, 
Waiting, you hold your raven hair, 
Your naked limbs by sun are shown 
For human lover to climb the stair : 
You stand above the fountain ledge 
For all to see without a hedge. 
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Know the cruel stratagem to keep you safe! 

Hair like a raven’s wing and limbs cool white 
Are guarded from us, though they’re still in sight, 
Down pour the waters in a chilléd flood 

To damp all those who are not flaming quite, 
While he who carved you burns with fiery blood. 


Kingcups 


HEN poetry walked the live, spring wood, 
Hid, ghostlike, in the leaves’ green hood 

She came to a slant fence of sun, 

Whose golden timbers, one by one, 

Trod into a marsh’s toils 

And here she stayed her flowery spoils ; 

But pitying the marshes’ plight 

She shook her lap, and wide and bright 

Great kingcups to that waste she threw 

Where nothing lived, and nothing grew ; 

Now, where poetry passed, there stays 

The light of suns, the fire of days, 

And these cups for kings to hold 

Make summer with their wide-eyed gold. 


Cowslips 


UR orange-wood and lemon-glade 

No higher than the grass is laid ; 
You could not walk beneath its bells 
Rung heavy with the orchard smells, 
But bend down to the cow’s soft lip 
And see the honey lamps they sip. 
These cowslips in a spring-night born 
Grow gentle soft and wear no thorn, 
Then roll their sweetness to a ball, 
The hush of breath, confining all, 
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Makes orange-smell and lemon-scent 
Into a flowery parliament 

Where every cowslip talks as one, 
And nothing, but that scent, is done. 


The Great Harlequin 


ARTH, dark water, and blue air, 
Three elements, fire is the fourth, 
For answer to my live-long task 
Must prove to me what is their worth : 
Why live, and be not dead the while ; 
Why join the wise and leave the vile ? 


The clouds, piled hayricks of the air, 
White foam that is the waves’ blown hair, 
Flat fields of sea, soft stacks of cloud, 
Green branches, and white winter shroud ; 
All these have motion not their own, 
They move along a path they’re shown. 


My answer, symbol of the free, 
I place at mossed root of this tree. 


This harlequin among the leaves 

Each mood and measure knows, he grieves, 
Sighing in green boughs he dies, 

Then lives again before your eyes ; 

He’s dwelling in the tree’s green mist, 
Safe-roofed from rain or wind’s rough fist. 


His chequered clothes for light and shade 

With colour ribbed and spined are made ; 

Those squares of blue and green portray 

The deep main and the’earth’s long day ; 

For Night, black mother to our light. 

His mask shows gleaming negro bright. 
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‘Earth and water has he mimed, 
So fire and air must still be rhymed. 


Since both in music are contrived, 

lll lodge both in one comb, they’re hived 
Those yellow tongues of darting fire 
And air’s loud wings that never tire ; 
They’ll silent lie beneath my lock, 

I'll rule them by my pulse’s clock. 


Just as I grouped them at the first 
They drop to what I have rehearsed ; 
Earth, dark water, and blue air, 

Three elements, and one more rare, 
Fire, that yet with air I join, 

As though it sprang from that wide loin. 


He’s silent in the leaves’ green cage 
Till air and fire begin to rage. | 


Then, at the striped and chequered dawn, 
To cockcrow bugle, sad, forlorn, 
[ll lift the latchet to that honey, 
My wings of light more gold than money, 
Will beat between the shutter bars 
And send the bee swarms to their wars. 


Thus music from two sorts of wings 
Is born, until I change these things 
To wire of mandolines, or leaves, 
For fear his actor conscience grieves ; 
Now all four elements conspire, 
Earth, water, air, and even fire. 


Where is the answer to my quest ? 
What lives, and why is this the test ? 
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This actor conscience that | named 

A mirror trusts and is not shamed, 
The truth, the whole truth, he denies 
And only covets what he buys ; 

He’s joined the wise to mock the fool, 
And even cheats the mirror’s pool. 


He’s singing in the tree’s green mist, 
Safe from rain or wind’s rude fist ; 
He mocks the night with negro mask 
And day with chequers of sun’s task ; 
Air, bird-throated, sings with him, 
Fire hovers, loud-winged seraphim. 


Earth, water, air, and fire he owns ; 
And yet his fine checks cover bones, 


Two Songs 
I 


Y balm-giver, my golden tree, 
Shake your curled hair ceaselessly, 
Make the summer a soft wind 
Of blossom with fruit hid behind, 
Shut there like the words we want 
To open our dumb covenant. 
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This moment, some of Time’s grey hairs 
I held, and caught him unawares, : 
He’ll never break this spell of Sun ; 

We are alone, and Death’s undone. 
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